THE   GESTAPO   ON  MY   HEELS

carefree spirit of a happy country had hitherto pre-
vailed, was reorganized. These measures were not,
unfortunately, extended to the provinces; otherwise
the shocking murder of my friend Formis would not
have taken place.

For the time being I was left in peace, and my dear
friend Heinrich Himmler realized he could not touch
me. But the Gestapo net is spread wide, and more was
in store for me.

At the beginning of March, 1934,1 was invited by
the Prague Law Society to deliver a lecture on
National-Socialism which had considerable political
repercussions. Next day a smartly dressed, tall, fair
Englishman came to see me. He was called Mr. Frank,
and he was accompanied by a gentleman named
Pollak, a Jewish business man of Prague, whom he
introduced as his future brother-in-law.

Frank, who spoke German with a perfect English
accent, informed me that he was acting as representa-
tive of an American anti-Nazi society, the name of
which he was not entitled to divulge, and he said he
was very interested in my work.

'My instructions,' he said, 'are to procure five thou-
sand copies of your new weekly, and help with its
distribution in Germany. I will pay you cash for so
many weeks or so many months in advance, whichever
you prefer/

'That is very kind of you, Mr. Frank,91 replied, cbut
my organization is already complete, and I am in no
need of further assistance.*
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